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The band breaks into a cheery inarch, the troops
change step, the crowd scatters, and, high up among
the grey battlements of the Palace, Princess Cinder-
ella gives *a little satisfied pat to her hair and goes
down, presumably to earth.

As you go through the gates of the Royal Mews at
Buckingham Palace a coachman in a long fawn
coat takes your card of admission, you sign your
name in a book, and a royal groom in a pink coat,
white breeches and cockaded hat waits to show
you * all the King's horses *.

In the centre of the huge courtyard, in which
State carriages parade before a great occasion,
grow four tall plane trees, and near by is a hard
tennis-court on which a coachman and three coach-
men's wives are playing a game. There is a clatter
on the cobbles. Six horses are led in, looking
rather pleased, for they have just arrived at Court
from Balmoral.

* Now here are carriage horses !' says your guide.

You enter the most perfect stable you have ever
seen. Neatly plaited rye wisps lie on either side the
passage-way like yellow fringe to the carpet of straw
in each stall. The floor is dusted with red sand.
Brass shines, harness shines, horses shine. This is
a scene that must rejoice the heart of the Master of
the King's Horse.

In the stalls are the big bay beauties which
every one in London has seen high-stepping before
State landaus when the King and the Queen go
out. There is a clink of chains, a nuzzling at
feeds, big eyes are turned in your direction. Horse-
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